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And Lady Beatiice was there, herself an artist, and full
of a^sthetical enthusiasm. Her hands were beautiful, and
she passed her life in modelling them. And Cccrops was
there, a rich old bachelor, with, it was supposed, the finest
collection of modern pictures extant. His theory was, that
a man could not do a wiser thing than invest the whole of
his fortune in such securities, and it delighted him to tell
his numerous nephews and nieces that he should, in all
probability, leave his collection to the nation.

Clorinda, whose palace was always open to genius, and
who delighted in the society of men who had discovered
planets, excavated primaeval mounds, painted pictures on
new principles, or composed immortal poems which no
human being could either scan or construe, but which she
recognised as 'subtle' and full of secret melody, came lean-
ing on the arm of a celebrated plenipotentiary, and beaming
with sympathy on every subject, and with the consciousness
of her universal charms.

And the accomplished Sir Francis was there, and several
R.A.s of eminence, for Phoebus was a true artist and loved
the brotherhood, and always placed them in the post of
honour.

No language can describe the fascinating costume of
Madame Phoebus and her glittering sister. * They are
habited as syIvans/ the great artist deigned to observe, if
any of his guests could not refrain from admiring the
dresses which he had himself devised. As for the venerable
patron of art in Britain, he smiled when he met the lady
of the house, and sighed when ho glanced at Euphrosyne;
but the first gave him a beautiful flower, and the other
fastened it in his buttonhole. He looked Hke a victim
bedecked by the priestesses of some old fane of Hellenic
loveliness, and proud of Ms impending fate. What could
the Psalmist mean in the immortal passage ? Threescore
and ton, at the present day, is the period of romantic